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THE STRUCTURE OF DESIRE 


The 'Poems of Longing and Despair published 
here evoke the paradox of desire. The loved one 
is at once present in all spheres of the poet's 
existence and still cruelly absent, close at hand 
and yet unattainable, an object of longing and 
yet a cause for despair. It is this paradox which 
gives rise to language and to poetry; it is their 
origin, but also an indication of their inadequa- 
cy, for language and poetry are signs not of the 
fullness of presence but of absence and of loss. 
As the poet writes in ‘Figure of Speech,' the next 
to last poem in the volume: 


How can language ever 
touch someone's body [...]. 


To be in the realm of language and of poetry, 
of "the illusion of words," is to be separated 
from the physical presence of the other. Poetry 
arises out of desire, whose very nature is to go 
unfulfilled: 


[...] I'li never get 
the fulfilment I sought, 
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beyond my dreams 

{The Beyond}. 
Only momentarily can there be a sense of 
wholeness, whose loss or absence leads 
to repeated attempts to (re)capture a pres- 
ence which could make one complete. These 
are the themes J.P Das insistently explores 
in Lovelines. 


The collection begins with ‘Invocation’, a 
poem in which anticipation founds desire; 
the loved one is both awaited and feared. 
"Before I close my eyes", "before 1 conjure 
up your sacred image" repeats the poet 
expectantly, imagining reciprocity in the 
passion felt: 

Before we come face to face, 


let fervent waves of passion 
course through your body. 


But desire is excessive, a form of madness : 


I sit on the shores 

of my intricate madness 
and await in terror 

for the deluge to come 
[Calamities’] 
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It is a surrrender to the body and to the power 
accorded the other, leading to a loss of self. 
And so the poet concludes: 

Come as Shakti embodied 

in the auspicious moments 

of imminent happiness, 

restless in the body's demands, 

tormented by promises 

of complete fulfillment, 

and frightened of pleasures 

I am yet to imagine. 


Happiness is imminent, fulfilment promised, 
pleasures still to be imagined: these felicities 
are awaited, but they nevertheless strike a cer- 
tain terror in the heart of the lovers. This first 
poem places us squarely in the poet's world, in 
the realm of desire. 


In his passion for his beloved-and it is signifi- 
cant that these poems are constantly addressed 
to someone who remains unspecified, as if only 
the passion felt is of any real and lasting impor- 
tance-the poet surrenders to the power he 
attributes to her. In 'My World' she is the centre 
of his life, outside of which nothing exists; in 
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'This Day’, she occupies the totality of his exis- 
tence, to the exculsion of all others; in 
'Sorceress', any attempt to escape her powers is 
shown to be futile since she is able to call 
him back under her sway at any 
moment; in ‘Tourist', her former presence is 
enough to transform the city. Such power is 
too great; the poet becomes a prisoner con- 
demned by love (‘Punishment’). Her very gen- 
erosity and magnanimity only serve to bind 
him to her still more strongly. Her dominance 
is so immense that there can be little exchange 
or reciprocity; other than rarely, his passion 
goes unreturned. Imagining her apart from 
him, it is her indifference which strikes the 
poet. While he is preoccupied only with her, 
she thinks of her relatives and friends: 

this moment 

all by yourself 

in your country home 

looking out the window 

in complete unconcern 

and devastating 

with absolute ease 


the delicate balance 
of the entire universe. 
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The passion of the poet gives her such power 
and influence over the whole universe, for his 
universe is conditioned by his love. She, how- 
ever, unawares, acts as if this power and love, 
do not exist. In ‘My Truth’ the poet expresses 
the dependence he feels, but also, in the end, 
his acceptance. The poem concludes with the 
following lines: 

And, the greatest 

achievement of my life 

is the ability to live 


in the narrow margin 
between your yes and no. 


One of the rare poems in which there does 
exist a form of reciprocity is ‘Bodyguard.’ The 
poet watches over his love while she sleeps, 
and, when he needs reassurance, he imagines 
she will provide him with a safe haven, "in a 
ruthless reversal/of our mutural roles." This 
reversal of roles is less real than imagined, 
marking perhaps the distance separating the 
world of desire from its realization. 


But if passion and desire give rise to poetry, 
words are only a substitute, like desire itself, 
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somehow inadequate when measured against 
their object. In ‘Figure of Speech', the poet 
declares his willingness to give up poetry were 
his beloved to come to him. He is all the more 
willing to do so since language can express 
only those mundane things for which words 
exist (‘The Beyond’), and poetry, in its effort to 
impress, betrays the intimacy and reality of 
their relation (‘Etiquette’). 


A recurring theme in these poems is language in 
a more personal form: letters, notes and tele- 
phone calls. These too are substitutes for the 
presence of the loved one, revealing distance 
and marking separation. When she does not 
come to a meeting, she sends a note of regret 
(‘Divination’); she is 'All the letters/written for 
you/and their torn drafts" (‘Goddess’). And the 
poet's inability to tell her all he would like to, to 
put into a letter the words he would need, leads 
in ‘Letter’ to a poem on the failure of language 
and the greater expressiveness of nature. 


But if these are poems of longing and despair,’ 
they are also poems of survival. Desire remains 
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unfulfilled, absence and separation are 
affirmed to be the lot of the poet. Yet, the real- 
ization that such is the case makes it possible 
for the poet to survive and to write. Indeed, it 
is such awareness that has given rise to this 
collection of poetry. Admitting that he perhaps 
counts less for her than she for him, the poet 
in the final poem,'Never Leave Me,' asks only 
for "a few spare moments", knowing that these 

[...] will not satiate 

my unceasing desire for you, 


but they will keep me alive 
as I wait for you. 


Paul St-Pierre 
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INVOCATION 


Before I close my eyes, 
come to the core 

of my consciousness 
as a forbidden dream. 


Before I conjure up 
your sacred image 
in my memory, 
appear before me 

in your earthly body. 


Let doors of welcome 
open of their own accord 
before my hesitant feet 
cross your threshold. 


Before we come face to face, 

let fervent waves of passion 
course through your body; 

let the heat of the senses melt you 
before my breath touches you. 
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Let the fear 

of my unruly hands 
harden the pointed urges 
of your breasts; 

let your lips part 

before my tongue begins 
its urgent search. 


Come to me 

in the wetness of desire, 
overflowing in anticipation; 
make me beholden to you 
by the generosity 

of your abject surrender 
even before 1 approach you. 


Come as Shakti embodied 

in the auspicious moments 

of imminent happiness, 
restless in the body's demands, 
tormented by promises 

of complete fulfilment, 

and frightened of pleasures 

1 am yet to imagine. 
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THE BEYOND 


When I look into your eyes, 
I realise 

there are depths 

I cannot fathom. 


When 1 talk to you, 
I concede 

that for many things 
I want to tell you, 
there are no words. 


My prayers 

rejected by the sky, 

will never find refuge 

in the auspicious moments 
trapped in your breath. 


Even if you sanctify 
my wasted yesterdays 
with your solemn touch, 
I can never reach 
the fringes of your holiness. 
I7 
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You may overwhelm me 


with your gift of happiness, 


but I'll never get 
the fulfilment 1 sought, 
beyond my dreams. 


Between knowing you 
and my death, 

it is not possible, 
despite all my time, 
effort and will 

to take in, 

in a single lifetime, 

all the pleasures 

you so magnanimously 
bestow on me. 
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MY WORLD 


My small world 

lies suspended between 

the four walls of your house. 
There is a no entry sign, 

yet my life, leashed to it, 
keeps moving endless 

round and round. 


From wherever ! start 

I reach your house, 

sure as death, 

as though all roads lead 
to this single destination. 


It's easy to find it — 

on the front lawn 
winter sleeps at noon 
as the spotless day 
dries in the sun 

like your cast-off sari. 
Your pet clouds lounge 
high up on the roof. 


Lov ELLER 
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In the night, 

the house is snow-clad 

in mysteries. 

Moonlight peeps out 

through the open window, 

and I know 

when the other window opens, 
there will be sunshine. 


From my look-out 

I fix my eyes on the house 

and invoke you 

in the ultimate measure 

of my meditation. 

My prayers stop at the edges 
of your unmade bed, 

wet memories overflow my senses; 
a taste of the sea assails me; 
my conscious becomes a dream 
and loses all its reason. 


I see blazing heaps of sand, 
and your body seething 

in the sultry summer heat, 
I see a storm gather 
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and pass over the desert, 
and then I see 

your dishevelled sari 

lying forlorn 

along your undulated shores. 


I see you through my many 
states and aberrations — 

you are the sum total 

of my entire life, 

its beginnning, middle and end; 
the three measures of time 

and the four directions; 

the five elements, the six seasons, 
and the seven heavens; 

the ten misfortunes 

and the fourteen worlds. 


Your house is all I have, 
moveable or immoveable, 
and I know I am destined, 
like an accursed soul, 
to circle it round and round 
now and for ever. 
LOM ELINES 
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PRIVACIES 


From amidst a crowd, 
when you grace me 
with a private glance, 
1 know for sure 

that the proof of love 
you gave me, 

when we were alone, 
was not a dream. 


When your fingers 

run over my face, 

I won't become immortal, 
but I know, 

I'll no longer 

be afraid of death. 


When you read the poem 
I wrote for you 

and erase from your face 
your habitual frown, 
then I'll venture 

to write another. 
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If you make a promise 
that we'll meet again 
amidst a crowd, 

just the two of us, 

I'll go back contented 
to the solitude 

of my private dreams. 


LO MEL LBES 
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SANCTUARY 


1 have no home; 

1 have no address. 

My life is a continuous 
search for refuge 

in your remote continent, 
where my wanderings 
have torn my existence 
to discrete pieces 

and scattered them 
among the many paradoxes 
of my growing up. 


Sheltered in your tresses 

I have seen the night nestling there 
charging with its myriad stars 

the dense gloom of despair. 


Hiding behind your eyes 

I have seen dreams float by 
towards the shores of fulfilment 
consoling along the way 

the wild waves of discontent. 
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Perched on your lucid lips 

I have listened to 

chants of Vedic hymns 

intoned with effortless ease 
bringing dead alphabets to life. 


From the formidable forts 

of your resolute breasts 

I have seen the ironies of history 
bring blossoms of promise 

to the wastelands of time. 


On the fertile shores 

of your earnest thighs 

I have seen primeval galaxies 

in their progenitive pride 
projecting complete constellations 
into the firmament of the future. 


Prostrate at your feet 
I have seen the century 
devastated by the anguish 
of its previous birth 
and its atomic fragments 
LO VELINES 
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pouring out of the navel 
of the penitent past 

and seeking shelter 

in the pores of your body. 
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WELCOME 


Since you were coming, 
spring arrived early 
and pitched camp 

in front of my house. 


Birds joined the leaves 

in rehearsing the welcome song. 
The breeze opened the door 

and held the curtains apart. 
Trees lined up at the gate, 
bouquets in hand. 


Since you were coming, 
I let off the morning 
much before its time. 

I asked the postman 
and the telephone 

not to bother me. 

I told my friends 

I wouldn't be home. 


LO VY EL INES 
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Since you were coming, 
the clock at noon 
stayed dutifully 

with folded hands, 

for 1 asked time 

to stand still and wait. 
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ALBUM 


You are at the bank counter 
to encash your cheque. 
While you wait, 

doors, windows, tables, 
and chairs all decide 

to become trees again 

in payment. 

This is one image. 


You have telephone in hand 

and your finger is on the dial, 
but you don't get the line. 

That's because 

all know by now 

that you want to talk, 

and every telephone in the world 
is eager to hear your voice. 

That is another image. 


In yet another, 
you are at your table, 


Lov EL I MES 
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a sheet of paper before you: 
after writing a single line 
your hand has stopped. 
Each alphabet wants 

to be the first to come 

onto the blank page 

and look at your face. 


Before I conjure up 

more such images, 

1 shut the album, 

for ! am afraid 

the images will fly away 

to a time without memories 
which my vision cannot reach. 
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DIVINATION 


You'd fix the time 
for our meeting; 
you wouldn't come. 
You'd send 

a note of regret. 


The notes are not merely 
a series of letters 

but a faithful image 

of our relationship, 

the lines defining 

your varying moods. 


From the configuration 
of these lines, 
1 divine when again 
you'd fix the time 
for our meeting, 
you wouldn't come, 
and you'd send 
a note of regret. 
31 
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PHOTOGRAPH 


In my regular sequence 

of looking at you 

again and again, 

I gaze upon your face, 

but your eyes 

do not look back at me; 
they are in the skies 

of some other time, 
focused on constellations 
of memories yet to be born. 


Your image is frozen 

in a quiet setting; 

nothing moves around you. 
There is no commotion 

in the teacup in your hand, 
but all my searches shatter 
in the static 

of your body's contours. 


I look back at you 
seeking answers 
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to my ignorant questions: 
what anxiety is hidden 

in the sparks of your hair? 
what does the silence 

of your eloquent eyes 

seek to voice ? 

who does it wait for, 

the patient vermilion mark 
on your forehead ? 

who has gifted your lips 
with the unopened morning 
of radiant laughter ? 

what hide and seek games 
does untimely sunshine 
play on your cheeks ? 

what are these flowers 

of indolent dreams 

that adorn your sari ? 


Your picture-face 
has no answers; 
but my fate turns 
in the playful drift 
of colours on your face. 
Lov ELIiN EB 
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My wants come back to me 
stumbling against 

the undulating negations 

of your body. 

The teacup in your hand 
stays poised under your lips, 
but a storm assails me 

like a primeval reproach 
repeating its torment. 


I dread looking back again 
at the fullness of your figure 
that time has passed by. 

I take my mind off your face 
and hide you in my breast 
so that you cannot demand 
instant answers to questions 
you never even asked me. 
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WHEN WE PARTED 


As the earth slipped 
from under me 

I finally managed 
to get to my feet 
holding on 

to the few words 
you said to me 
when we parted. 


The fleeting warmth 

of your playful fingers 
on my lifeless hand 
wiped away the darkness 
gathering in my eyes, 
and 1 got back my vision. 


The map of my fate 

that you outlined 

with a wave of your hand 
as the train moved 
helped me find my way 
out of the station. 


LOVE LL iN EB 
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The telephone number 

you had scribbled 

on the piece of paper 

will flow out 

of the core of my conscious 
onto the flesh and blood 
of my index finger 

and give me solace 

with the elixir of your voice 
in the acute moments 

of your absence, 

till you come back. 
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GODDESS 


Your whereabouts 
are unknown to me; 
you are far away 

is all 1 know. 

You are like 

the Supreme Being, 
you are everyone's; 
mine alone 

you will never be. 


You are the ordained goddess. 
In the fragrance 
of incense and camphor, 
you are the luminescence 
of offerings and prayer; 
in the rising crescendo 
of sacred hymns, 
you are the divine joy 
of deliverance. 
For the penitent 
prostrate at your feet 
37 
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you are the precious boon 
bouncing off your 

many flashing weapons; 

for the ardent acolyte 

who has never set eyes on you, 
you are the bond between 

this and the other world. 


You are the letter box 

and the dead letter office; 

you are all the letters 

written for you 

and their torn drafts; 

you are the wrong addresses 
where the letters cannot reach. 


In the close confines 

of domestic happiness 

in the living room, 

with relative and pet dog, 
you are the family's tradition 
and also a wild exception 

to its suffocating mores. 
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You are the deathly discomfort 
of disturbing words 
tormenting the innermost mind; 
you are the pointed meanings 
of an abstruse poem; 

you are the life-giving balm 
of the prayers which hurt; 
you are the unique irony 

of the many sufferings 

not spoken of in the poems 
written in your honour. 


You are the benediction 

of a displeased goddess; 
you are the wrong address 
on an unwritten letter; 

you are the intimacy 

of an empty house; 

you are the simple meaning 
difficult to grasp. 


How can 1 find you- 
in which house, which temple, 
which post office, 


LO VY ELIMES 
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what book of poems, 
within what limits 

of how many worlds ? 
And on whose dreams 
shall 1 trespass 

to ever find you ? 
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ETIQUETTE 


The dictionary lists 

many synonyms: 

monkey, ape, primate, lemur; 
but these are not words 
one would use in a poem. 


Poets are known 

for their hyperbole, 

as also for their 
sterilised language. 

For portraying the body, 
they use images 

of lake, desert, forest, 
valley and hills; 

to describe a natural, 
pleasuresome experience 
they bring in 

volcanic eruptions, 
fighter planes 

and surging oceans. 


LOM ELIMES 
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Poets are, 

by and large, 

mild, gentle and polite; 
they are cowardly, 
complex and conceited too. 
When we are alone, 

I call you monkey-face; 
but before others 

and especially 

in my poems, 

thou I call a goddess. 
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CALAMIHIES 


When I look for you, 

the mountain reminds me 
of the distance; 

its mist obscures 

the ingenuity of my search. 
1 do not give up; 

1 retrieve my desires 

from my tired senses, 

but as 1 set out, 

the morning collapses 

in an avalanche. 


I look below 

where the greenery lies 

like your discarded sari, 
beyond the erratic boundaries 
of my endurance. 

The cold questions 

of the biting wind 

open the pores 

of the fulfilled earth; 


LOY EF LiMES 
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spring comes out 

of the mind's depths 

and breezes along 

the moist meadows; 

distant melodies come back 

to commiserate. 

The earth quakes 

all of a sudden, 

and shatters the day into pieces. 


The forest yet holds 
forbidden memories 

of my deepest secrets. 
Savage desires hybernate 
in prehistoric mazes. 

In ancient caves, 
wayward wishes search 
for hidden treasures. 
There is a spark 

from my treading feet 
and all longings 

burn to ashes 

in the forest fire. 


Digitized by srujanika@gmail.com 


The sky now seems 

the end of my road, 

where falling stars 

shower cool comfort 

and the blue dark reassures. 
But soon untimely clouds gather, 
darkness envelops all, 
thunder's curses 

silence the anxious moments. 
And lightening tears up 

the abstract picture 

of my fervent hopes. 


Defeated, I come back 
to my own senses 

and discover you 

on my own everyday bed, 
lying in deep slumber 
like an eternal river, 
calm and serene 

and heavy with dreams. 
I sit on the shores 

of my intricate madness 
and await in terror 


for the deluge to come. Loverinea 
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THIS DAY 


I dedicate this day to you, 
for in my morning dream 
you appeared for a moment 
and as soon vanished. 


There will be no other news 
in today's papers; 

only your face will peep out 
from every column 

on every page. 


Today, 

only vour calls will come; 
the letters 

the postman brings 

will only be yours. 

You'll get down 

from every taxi 

that stops by my gate; 
every knock on my door 
will be from your knuckles. 


46 
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If the world ends today 

and mankind perishes, 

and only a few dreams of man 
are left behind, 

I know for sure 

that you will appear 

vivid and vibrant, 

in those remaining dreams. 


Lao MV ELI MEA 
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PUNISHMENT 


I deserved them all, 
every penalty 

you imposed 

for each of my crimes. 


Before we met, 

when I was groping 

in the darkness 

of not knowing you, 

as my feet strayed 
looking for you 

in my wavering desires, 
your ruthless verdict 
for my lack of devotion 
was to keep me 
unknown to you. 


This was the time 

when 1 looked eagerly 

into your appraising eyes 
and awaited your judgement 
with anxious dread, 
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as each heartbeat echoed 
fear and anticipation. 


When we finally met, 
it was for me 

the end of the road, 
but for you 

only another meeting. 
Your sentence 

for my transgression 
was to cast me 

in the close prison 

of your secret being. 


I taught myself to live 

like a contented prisoner. 

But in no time 

you sat in judgement again 

on my past, present and future 
and sente’ .ced me 

to transportation for life 

to a place beyond you, 

where, 1 know, 

my remaining days 


4) 
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will be a long wait 

looking at the telephone 
which will not ever ring, 
and waiting for the postman 
who will not ever come. 
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THIS MOMENT 


What you are doing 
this moment 

in your country home, 
all by yourself 

in your room, 

I try to imagine. 


You are looking 

out the window 
watching the day 

float effortlessly by 

like an unmanned boat. 
The restless noon 

sails into the bubbles 
of your wide-open eyes 
and suddenly bursts. 


You are surrounded 

by relatives and friends, 
leaning on the futlness 
of the time gone by, 


(sn uP ma 
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contentment in your eyes 
showers grace on the grass 
and plants and trees outside. 
The indolent arc 

of an untimely rainbow 

falls at your feet 

and breaks into pieces. 


You put down 

the half read book; 

you silence the words 
seeking shelter on your lips; 
you arrange your anxieties 
in the stray tresses 

falling on your forehead. 
The radiant season 
collapses on the floor, 
wounded and bloody 

all around you. 


Your heartbeats resonate 
in the fluster 

of the little bird 

hopping in the bushes. 
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Your delicate demurs 
bring out colours 

on the astonished petals 
hiding behind the leaves. 
You turn round 

at a stranger's voice 

and look at the wall; 
you find it's only 

the last silent sulk 

of the setting sun 
frozen in the mirror. 


My many searching hands, 

my million seeking eyes, 

the relentless intensity 

of my endless desires 

merge into every atom 

of your surroundings 

and envelop all of you, 

as you are sitting 

this moment 

all by yourself 

in your country home 

looking out the window 
LOVE LL MES 
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in complete unconcern 
and devastating 

with absolute ease 

the delicate balance 
of the entire universe. 
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TOURIST 


My first morning 
in your city. 

I wake up and look 
for you by my side, 
though I know 

it is many years 
since you are gone. 


I go out in search 

of the memories 

you left behind. 

I walk the streets 

your feet once trod. 

I look at the houses 

on either side; 

they are still disturbed 
for one day 

you overwhelmed them 
with your casual glance. 


LOVE LINES 
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1 enter the park 

even now heavy with blossoms 
where your gracious fingers 
touched its trees. 

I look at the sky 

which remembers you still. 

I find the clouds 

in a grand design, 

the way you arranged them. 


In the shelves of stores 
where you shopped 

I find vacant spaces 

you left behind. 

When voices assail me 

in the market place, 

they have the arrogance 

of having touched your lips. 


Wherever your feet fell 
is now a tourist site. 
When the blind alley, 
illuminated by your 
one time presence, 
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beckons me, 

I seek refuge there, 

in the snugness of the wall 
on which you once leaned. 


The warmth of your breath 
hovering in the air 

will redeem me 

from my imperfections; 

I will take in 

through all my senses 

the essence of your being 
blended into the elements 
of your city. 


You are everywhere 

in the entire city, 

enchanting its earth and sky. 
The flowers of the park 

echo your spontaneous laughter. 
All silences reverberate 

with the strains of your voice. 
The temple sculptures 

carry your delicate contours. 
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Your handwriting is etched 
in museum inscriptions. 
Every ordinary house here 
is a grand monument, 

and history is emblazoned 
in each everyday event. 


You lived here once; 

so there is in this city 

no discontent, 

no ugliness, no disorder. 
Every open door welcomes, 
every stranger oozes warmth; 
every outstretched hand 
seeks friendship. 


When 1 take leave 

of your city, 

I'll look at the crowds 

in the fading light of dusk 
and see the people 

as you knew them once, 
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their charmed faces 

flush with a tenderness 
of the happiest memories 
gifted to them by time. 


LOM ELiINES 
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LETTER 


Words refuse to come to me. 
The letter remains unwritten. 
I put down my pen 

beside the promise I'd made 
to write to you. 


Elusive alphabets 

throw down a challenge. 
Wayward words mock me. 
My madness does not 
transform into script 

on the blank paper. 
Tormented by alphabets, 
chastened by grammar, 

1 stay helpless and scared 
in my own anxiety. 


Words, 1! conclude, 

won't come back to me, 

and a letter 

1 cannot write 

to tell you all I wanted. 
(CC 
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I seek guidance 

from the fading light 

of the evening, 

and it tells me 

how to reach you. 

If you look up at the sky, 
you can now see the words 
of the letter 

1 couldn't write to you 
arrange themselves 

as flocks of birds, 

and wing their way, 

past the rainbow's many hues, 
and the cloud's life force, 
towards the distant horizon 
on whose easy expanse 
you lie in repose, 

silent and sulking, 

with your head resting 

on the setting sun. 


LOM EL IME 
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BEYOND THE SENSES 


You may look into my eyes 
and see the covetous pupils, 
but you can never see 

the piety of my desires 
hidden behind my vision. 


You may put your ear 

to my breast 

and listen to the laments 
of my entreaties, 

but you can never hear 
the anxious silence 
overflowing the depths 
of my inner soul. 


You may catch the scent 
of my entire being 
chemically transformed 
in the celebration 

of your presence, 

but you cannot inhale 
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the spring season of my madness 
running wild like the musk deer. 


On the tip of my tongue 
you can taste the essence 
of my absorbed attention, 
but you cannot fathom 

the sanctity of inner peace 
in the ecstacy of my mouth. 


When you hold me in your arms, 
you may feel the sparks 

of my burning lust for life 
emanating from 

every pore of my skin, 

but your body's warmth 

can never envision 

the seventh heaven 

of my ice-cold pleasures 
coursing ceaselessly 

through my arteries and veins. 
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WFRE WE TO MEET AGAIN 


Were we to meet again 
after a long interval, 
the planets and stars 
of our lives 

would have moved 

to a new configuration. 


Reading your letters, 
juggling my memory, 
touching your photograph, 
analysing the yesterdays, 

I would wonder 

if it is a new you 

I was going to meet. 


I would not remember 
who said what to whom; 
what happened 

and what did not. 

We'd meet as strangers 

at a loss to start up 
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the acquaintance again. 

Could we hold hands confidently 
where we left off last, 

or start hesitatingly again 
introducing ourselves anew 

as our eyes meet ? 


I would have gathered 

in my hands 

all your letters 

1 did not receive, 

and all your 'phone calls 
that never came. 

With all these nothings 

my palms would be full 

and there would be no space 


for any more. 


In relative time 
trapped in space, 
the stars would have 
rearranged our fate. 
The few moments of our meeting 
would be spent computing 
LOM ELILINES 
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where and when 

we'd meet again 

in what configuration 

of which benevolent stars. 
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BODYGUARD 


You are heavy with sleep 

like a tropical continent 
wrapped in deathly darkness. 
When you change sides 

on a nightmare, 

wild beasts 

will raise their heads 

on the restless shores 

of your weary subconscious. 


I'll be awake and alert 
your faithful bodyguard; 
I'll watch wide-eyed 

as the horrors 

of midnight change. 

The venomous reptiles 
of my dark desires 

will keep me awake. 

I'll protect you 

from the murderous hordes 
of wanton wishes 
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and keep you safe 
within the confines 
of my watchful eyes. 


When untimely storms 
assail my vigilant senses 
with thunder and lightening, 
1 will be scared 

of my own infirmity 

and touch your hand 

for reassurance. 


You will then draw me 
into the safe sanctuary 
of your warm body, 

in a ruthless reversal 
of our mutual roles. 
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MY TRUTH 


I take solace 

between one hope 
and another doubt, 

I live between your 
one assurance 

and another rejection. 


I stay dejected 

though you promise me 
lonely islands 

and moonlit nights. 

Iam overjoyed 

with your two-line letter 
though it carries no promises. 


When you close your eyes 

and shut out the outside world, 
my room becomes an island. 
When you open up yourself, 
the sun sets and night descends 
bathed in moon light. 


LOM ELI NEB 
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I win 1 lose, | lose I win, 

1 do not know if you'll come 
or if you won't, tomorrow, 
but | know for sure 

that I'll wait for you. 


I now accept 

the self-evident truth 

that you are you and I am me; 
the room is just a room 

and moon light moonlight. 


I have no escape from you 

in person or in memory, 

in separation or in forgetting. 
And, the greatest 
achievement of my life 

is the ability to live 

in the narrow margin 
between your yes and no. 
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SORCERESS 


Nothing is beyond you; 

you can carry off 

any miracle, 

you can do anything 

with the utmost ease. 

You are my supreme happiness, 
you are my direst sorrow; 

you are my primary sin, 

you are my ultimate penance. 


When I grumble 

that you do not write to me, 
you pick out of the air 

your handwritten note 

with the imprint 

of my eyes and lips, 

proof enough 

that I did receive your letter. 


If 1 complain 
that you do not talk to me, 
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you conjure up voices — 
hymns, psalms, 

prayers and echoes — 

which ring and resonate 

in my blood and bones, 
arteries and veins 

and rack my body and soul. 


When 1 call you talkative, 
you close your lips 

and banish me 

to the silent depths 

of a waveless sea 

where the seed of my origin 
lies buried for aeons 
awaiting rebirth. 


When I venture to put my foot 
outside your enchanted circle, 
you stand before me 

and in a practiced move 

place the two magic pigeons 
in my hypnotised hands. 
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And then and there 
I give up my resolve 
to leave you ever. 


LOY EL INE A 
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FIGURE OF SPEFCH 


1 write poems for you, 

but that's no reason 

for you to use only language 
to converse with me. 


For me, you've always been 
conjured up in a surfeit of words. 
You come riding alphabets, 
decked out in euphemisms, 
alliteration on your brow, 
metaphors in your hair, 

imagery in your eyes, 

simile on your lips, 

and body draped in blank verse. 


But how can words 

have the power to touch, 
nouns and verbs replace vision, 
a letter be communion ? 

How can language ever 

touch someone's body, 
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when to describe her 
all the words 

listed in the lexicon 
are not adequate ? 


I know that to escape me 
you talk in riddles, 

you hide behind ambiguity; 
when you have to say no, 
you use verse and rhyme. 


To reclaim you 

from the illusion of words, 
I'll give away my poems 

to critics and commentators; 
I'll banish the alphabets 

into heartless lexicons. 
When you come to me 
bereft of all ornaments, 
wordless, in flesh and blood, 
I'll even stop writing poetry. 
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NEVER LEAVE ME 


Unwittingly you strayed 
into my life; 

but how can you 

walk out of it now 
leaving me all alone ? 


The map of my life 

is a complex maze 

of lost pathways; 
how can you ever 
find a way out of it ? 
Open any gate 

and step out, 

you will find me there 
waiting for you. 


It's not possible 

to say goodbyes now. 

In happiness and sorrow, 
through certitude and doubt, 
in intimacy and apathy, 
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you are my endless blessing 
as I am your eternal curse. 


Cherish no thoughts 

of leaving me ever. 

Stay by me and affirm 

my longing for life. 

Place on my hands, 

that are forever begging, 

a few spare moments 

of your abundant life; 

they will not satiate 

my unceasing desire for you, 
but they will keep me alive 
as I wait for you 

from one stressful moment 
to another. 


TT 
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These poems of longing and despair evoke the paradox 
of desire. The loved one is at once present in all spheres of 
the poet's existence and still cruelly absent, close at hand 
and yet unattainable, an object of longing and yet a cause 
for despair. It is this paradox which gives rise to language 
and to poetry; it is their origin, but also an indication of 
their inadequacy, for language and poetry are signs not of 
the fulness of presence but of absence and loss. 


Jagannath Prasad Das J Pp nr near 
playwright, and fiction writer. 


£ 4 2-2-5 Professor of Translation at the 
University of Montreal, Canada. 


VIRGO PUBLICATIONS 
L67 A, Malviya Nagar, 
New Delhi 110017 


Design by Hemant Bhatnagar 


